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CHAPTER 1 FEAR 


As every child is given to moments of fear, so 
was I. Lo, there came upon me that trembling 
which doth heat the bosom, freezing the mind 
in its imaginings, and causing one to ponder 
how the matter shall unfold. Yea, that feeling 
which maketh the veins to quiver, as though 
smitten by lightning, and setteth the body to 
act with haste unbidden. 


I was but fifteen years of age when I came to 
the knowledge that I am _ of spiritual 
sensitivity, and many events have borne 
witness thereto. In Zimbabwe, a land counted 
safe, it is so that should one tarry abroad past 
the hour of midnight, parents are not 
consumed with worry, so long as their child 
returneth home. Yet, punishment doth await 
for the hour of one's arrival. 


At that time, I dwelt with my grandmother, for 
my mother sojourned in South Africa. It was in 
those days that the first sign was given unto 
me a most unwelcome guest. On a certain 
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night, as the clock struck the witching hour, I 
laid me down to rest. Behold, I felt as though 
a presence did sit upon my back. I cried out 
unto my grandmother, and she bade me 
return to sleep. Yet how could I, when no 
mortal being was there, but something unseen 
oppressed me? It ceased only when I prayed 
unto the Almighty. 


Thus began a season of many spiritual 
encounters, so oft repeated that I no longer 
feared as I once did. Where others trembled, I 
stood unmoved, insomuch that the terrors of 
horror films became as jest unto me. 


Fear doth also dwell in the words of men. Yea, 
I tremble at what is spoken unto me, for I 
receive their words as though I receive the 
speaker himself. I do treasure the utterances 
of others, taking them to heart, and I fear 
mine own words, striving to speak with 
precision, lest they be misunderstood. 


In the hour of fear, mine own mind doth not 
falter, but setteth itself to devise a way of 
escape and a skill of defense. Strangely, my 
thoughts are not as a flood, but there is a 
silence most unsettling. In this silence, a 
dialogue doth arise within, and voices of 
diverse tones contend one with another. Then 
doth the soul and the spirit wrestle for 
dominion, each striving to command the mind. 
The brain remaineth still, bearing witness, 
whilst the mind recordeth all that is spoken 
and setteth it in the storehouse of the 
unconscious. 
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Oft have I heard this question within: "Why art 
thou afraid?" For the voices do declare their 
power over the circumstance, and their words 
bear weight upon me. 


From these things, I have concluded that fear 
abideth in the soul, and it is the spirit’s 
longing to lead and deliver. Yet, as men, we 
have yielded unto the flesh, allowing its 
desires to usurp the spirit’s rightful place. 
Thus have we diminished ourselves, becoming 
mortal flesh rather than the spiritual beings 
we were created to be. 


Verily, the flesh cannot fulfill its divine 
purpose save the spirit ruleth over it. When 
the soul and the mind reign unchecked, we 
become captive to their desires, and the title 
of "man" falleth from us. Only when the spirit 
ascendeth to its rightful throne within us can 
we fulfill the mandate given to us upon the 
earth. 


CHAPTER 2 DREAMS 


From the fifteenth to the twentieth day of 
November in the year 2020, the events that 
did unfold before mine eyes played as 
memories within my mind. Yet how could I 
have lived through that which had not yet 
come to pass? These things were shown unto 
me in dreams. 


Many have called me a seer or a prophet, 
for I have declared unto them the precise 
events that should soon transpire, and they 
have beheld the truth of my words. When I 
dream, the happenings of the morrow align 
perfectly with that which hath been revealed 
in the night, and never hath it been otherwise. 
My life is as one caught between times, for my 
mind perceiveth the present as though it were 
a memory of the past. 


Great is my astonishment at the accuracy of 
dreams, for they are as a mirror unto that 
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which is to come. Oft am I bewildered, 
pondering how I might see a thing before it is. 
Verily, dreams have the power to traverse 
both the past and the future, bringing these 
mysteries into the present hour. 


16" November 

On this day, I did encounter a certain 
woman, whom I shall call Subject 1. Her voice 
was as one I had heard aforetime, and her 
face was familiar unto me, for she had 
appeared in a dream but a few days before. In 
that vision, an intimate connection was 
revealed between us, a thing most perplexing, 
for it stood in contradiction to my current 
state of relationship. 


When we met, a great conflict arose within 
me, betwixt my conscious mind and the 
awareness of the moment unfolding. Words 
proceeded from my mouth which were not of 
my understanding, and it seemed not I who 
spake, but another. To my astonishment, she 
confessed the truth of these words, declaring 
that I was not the first to speak thus unto her, 
for she had heard the same at her church. 


Her testimony did stir within me both 
curiosity and wonder. How could I so 
accurately describe her life, having only just 
made her acquaintance? This encounter led 
me to ponder the mystery of omnipresence. 


The unconscious mind, I have discovered, 
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holdeth many secrets which it keepeth from 
the conscious mind. When the unconscious 
maketh these things known, they are 
perceived as dreams. Yet the unconscious is 
not bound by time; it is as one that is 
omnipresent, beholding all—past, present, and 
future—in a single moment. 


Thus have I come to understand that I was 
living not only in the present but also in the 
past and the future, and the knowledge of this 
hath unmoored me. Wherefore, I have turned 
mine heart to observe my surroundings and to 
search deeply within myself. 


Dreams that are not borne of imagination are 
projections of events witnessed by the 
unconscious mind. Yea, dreams are as a 
safeguard, preventing the conscious mind 
from straying beyond its comprehension. In 
their revealing, the unconscious doth guide 
the conscious, yet shieldeth it from knowledge 
too great to bear. 


CHAPTER 3 THE UNCONSCIOUS 
MIND 


A man, whose countenance did shine as 
bright as the sun, appeared before me. He 
began to walk, and I followed him, 
keeping at a great distance. He led me 
unto a place of dimensions unlike any 
upon the earth. Yea, the sight of it was 
beyond comprehension. Therein were 
creatures for which I have no words to 
describe, creatures whose presence 
testified that they had dwelt there fora 
long time. 


I called unto the man, but as soon as I 
spake, all turned to darkness as the night. 
My knees buckled, and I fell to the 
ground. I began to wonder if I ought not to 
have spoken. Yet, ere the thought left my 
mind, another man appeared. His figure 
was dark, yet discernible amidst the 
blackness that surrounded us. 
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Dialogue in the Darkness 


The man of the dark spake unto me, 
saying: 

D.M.: "Knowest thou what thou hast 
borne witness to?" 

I: "Nay, but only what mine eyes have 
seen. Should I know?" 

D.M.: "This is that which is soon to come. 
Let not thine heart be deceived by the 
darkness." 

I: "Who art thou?" 


He answered not, but stood in silence. 
Then I beheld in mine hand a book, and he 
pointed to a word within its pages. 

I: "Lu..." 


At that moment, I awoke. 


The Mystery of the Unconscious 
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The unconscious is vast—far greater than 
any man can comprehend. It holdeth 
within itself the knowledge of our past, 
our present, and that which is yet to come. 
Many call it the subconscious, yet this 
name doth not convey the fullness of its 
power. The unconscious mind governeth 
the greater part of our daily lives, guiding 
us in ways unseen. 


Not only doth it enable us to act without 
thought, but it also retaineth knowledge of 
all that hath been instilled within us from 
our youth. These precepts, programmed 
into our being, govern much of our lives 
even unto this day. Yet, in our ignorance, 
we have allowed the unconscious to keep 
secrets from us, deceiving us into 
believing it to be but a lesser part of 
ourselves. 


But lo, not all that is hidden shall remain 
so. There cometh a time when the 
conscious mind is made privy to the 
knowledge of the unconscious. Oft is this 
moment described as a vision or a 
spiritual awakening. 


The Green Tunnel 


In my seeking, I came across the works of 

C.G. Jung, particularly his Red Book, 

wherein he writeth of his encounter with 
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the spirit of the depths and his 
communion with his own soul. Inspired by 
his writings, I sought to embark on such 
an experiment, seeking knowledge from 
within myself. 


Thus was I brought to a strange and 
wondrous understanding. I found myself 
in a place of darkness, surrounded by a 
voice that spake unto me. I arose quickly 
to my feet, my stomach trembling with 
fear and my heart heavy with tension. My 
thoughts began to wander, but I dared not 
ask the voice, "Who art thou?" for such 
questions have not ended well in times 
past. 


As I strove to steady my thoughts, the 
voice spake again, saying: 

V: "Why hast thou brought this troubling 
thing before me?" 

I: "I seek thy guidance." 


Even as I spake, I marveled within myself, 
questioning why I used such words. 
V: "Knowest thou not? This is the work of 
thine heart." 
I: "Mine heart?" 
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The voice continued: 

V: "Thy heart grieveth for the one who 
was never there." 

I: "Who might that be?" 


As soon as I uttered these words, I was 
carried away to a green tunnel. And there 
I awoke. 


A Revelation of the Self 


This encounter left me in astonishment, 
for how is it that a man can be within 
himself, yet think unto himself? It revealed 
unto me that we are far greater than we 
perceive, capable of containing more than 
just our own being. Truly, we are vessels 
fashioned to house wonders beyond our 
understanding. 
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CHAPTER 4 CONSCIOUS OF THE 
UNCONSCIOUS 


The revelations of mine own unconscious do 
continue, as I journey ever deeper into the 
depths of myself. My consciousness doth come 
to know the unconscious, and the tangled 
thread betwixt the known and the unknown is 
unraveled. Thus is knowledge refined, the two 
becoming as one. 


In the midst of a deep and _ peaceful 
slumber, the boundary between the conscious 
and the unconscious is made faint. As the 
conscious mind doth drift away into rest, the 
unconscious ariseth, unveiling the hidden 
secrets and forgotten memories that have long 
been buried. 
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The Voice of the Unconscious 


In the darkness of the mind, the 
unconscious doth speak. Its voice is soft and 
gentle, as a tender whisper. It calleth unto the 
conscious mind, bidding it draw near, to 
behold the mysteries that have been 
concealed for so long. 


At first, the conscious mind is filled with 
doubt and hesitation, fearing what it may find 
in the depths of the unknown. Yet curiosity 
prevaileth, and it moveth closer unto that 
unseen entity. 


As the unconscious doth utter its truths, 
visions of the past arise before the mind’s eye. 
Memories, long forgotten, come flooding back, 
and the conscious mind is overwhelmed by the 
depth and intensity of the emotions that 
accompany them. 


The Unveiling of Secrets 


Together, the unconscious and_ the 
conscious do search through the treasures of 
the mind, revealing secrets that have lain 
hidden. The unconscious doth manifest itself 
in many forms, each a reflection of an invisible 
world that hath been concealed from view. 
Each form is as aé_ glimpse into. the 


13 


I’M THE VOICE WITHIN 
unfathomable depths of the soul. 


And when the unveiling is complete, the 
conscious mind is left in awe, overwhelmed 
yet grateful for the revelations it hath 
received. With this newfound knowledge, the 
conscious mind _ is _ strengthened, _ its 
understanding of the human spirit made 
fuller. 


The Renewal of Awareness 


As the two entities begin to part, the 
conscious mind is filled with a sense of 
renewal. It hath gained a _é deeper 
understanding of itself and the hidden realms 
of the psyche. Thus is it written, “The spirit of 
man is the candle of the Lord, searching all 
the inward parts of the belly” (Proverbs 
20:27). Yea, the soul of man is vast, holding 
within it the mysteries of both the seen and 
unseen. 


The conscious mind, now made aware of 
these truths, doth rise with gratitude, ready to 
walk anew in the light of self-awareness and 
understanding. 
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CHAPTER 5 ANGEL AND DEMON 


In my journey of self-discovery, through 
these experiments, I came face to face 
with two opposing parts of my soul: the 
Angel of Peace and the Demon of Lies. 
Within myself, I wrestled with the struggle 
to reconcile peace with the nature of 
falsehood. 


The Angel of Peace soared above in the 
brilliance of the heavens, its wings moving 
softly upon the breeze. It was as a radiant 
creature, aglow with an inner light, a 
promise of calm and serenity to all who 
did behold it. Its presence was as a balm 
unto the weary soul, a glimpse of divine 
tranquility. 


Yet, as it drew nigh unto the earth, the 
Angel of Peace beheld a dark and shadowy 
figure lurking amidst the shadows. It was 
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the Demon of Lies, a being of twisted 
form, with a body like unto a serpent and 
eyes that shone with a malevolent light. 


The Encounter of Peace and Deceit 


At first, the Angel of Peace kept its 
distance, unwilling to draw near unto the 
dark and dangerous visitor. But the 
Demon of Lies was not easily turned away. 
It slithered forth, its voice a soft and 
beguiling whisper carried upon the wind. 


The Demon spake of deceit and duplicity, 
of false promises that had led many 
astray. Its words were honeyed, yet they 
bore the sting of poison. 

But the Angel of Peace, steadfast and 
unwavering, was not moved by these lies. 
Its light shone forth, undimmed by the 
darkness that sought to consume it. 


The Victory of Peace 


With a single flick of its radiant wings, the 
Angel of Peace sent forth a mighty gust of 
wind. The Demon of Lies was cast 
backward, tumbling into the depths of its 
own shadows. In the wake of this triumph, 
a great and glorious light did shine, 
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dispelling the darkness and banishing the 
lies and deceit that had sought dominion. 


Thus did the Angel of Peace prevail, and 
its message of calm and harmony rang out 
across the land. It soared once more unto 
the heavens, leaving the earth brighter 
and more peaceful than it had been 
before. 


The Inner Conflict 


In this vision, I did perceive the hunger for 
peace within myself a hunger so great that 
it overshadowed even the lies I told to 
preserve it. I mused within my heart, Is it 
not true that peace and truth can dwell 
together? Yet oft must one speak falsely to 
keep the peace. 


Though the Angel of Peace doth triumph 

over the Demon of Lies, within the heart 

of man, the conflict is not so easily 

resolved. For we wrestle not against flesh 

and blood, but against the powers and 

principalities within our own soul. Yea, the 
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truth is a light, but the lie oft seemeth as 
an easier path. 
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CHAPTER 6 THE BURDEN OF 
TRUTH AND THE POWER OF 
DISCERNMENT 


The truth is as a two-edged sword; it 
cutteth to the heart, and many cannot 
endure its sting. Yet one must learn to 
abide in the truth, lest one’s life be tuned 
forever by the melody of lies. For when 
lies overshadow the truth, men are made 
as fools before those who knoweth. A fool, 
when he perceiveth himself to be a fool, 
can no longer play the part with ease. 


It is not until a man doth humble himself 
and accept the truth that he may discern 
where once he was deceived and when it 
is wise to feign ignorance. For the fool, 
deluded by falsehood, cannot perceive the 
truth; he clings to the lies he hath long 
embraced, and he calleth them truth. How 
is this so? It is because of the subtlety of 
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“truthful lies” deceptions cloaked in the 
semblance of truth. 


Unmasking Deception: Mastering the 
Art of Discernment 


In a world overflowing with falsehoods 
and cunning devices, the art of discerning 
truth from deception is of great necessity. 
Be it through the guile of man, the bias of 
those who seek to sway, or even the 
deceitfulness of thine own heart, every 
soul hath, at some time, been deceived. 
Yet by understanding the devices of the 
deceiver and employing wisdom, thou 
mayest become an astute guardian of 
truth. 


Cultivating Holy Discernment 


Lay the foundation of thy discernment in 
holy skepticism, which is not the spirit of 
cynicism but a healthy doubt that leadeth 
unto wisdom. Question all things; prove all 
things; hold fast to that which is good (1 
Thessalonians 5:21). When a claim is 
made, ask thyself: What evidence 
confirmeth this? Is there any deceitful 
reasoning therein? Who profiteth from this 
presentation of the matter? 
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Let not the snares of falsehood entangle 
thee, for the simple-minded believe every 
word, but the prudent considereth his 
steps (Proverbs 14:15). 


Guarding Thy Heart with Emotional 
Wisdom 


Strengthen thyself in the art of emotional 
intelligence, for the heart is deceitful 
above all things, and desperately wicked; 
who can know it? Jeremiah 17:9). He who 
understandeth his own emotions, and 
discerneth the emotions of others, is less 
likely to be led astray. 


Observe carefully the countenance of thy 
neighbor, his gestures, and the tones of 
his voice, for these may reveal the hidden 
intents of his heart. Such awareness doth 
grant thee the ability to perceive truth 
amidst a sea of deceit, to discern the 
feigned emotion from the genuine, and to 
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remain steadfast against the 
manipulations of the cunning. 


The Triumph of Truth 


The wise man hath said, “Buy the truth, 
and sell it not” (Proverbs 23:23). For truth 
is the anchor of the soul and the lamp 
unto our feet. Yet many reject it, for it 
revealeth their folly and disturbeth their 
comfort. Therefore, strive to abide in 
truth, even when it doth chastise, for it 
shall set thee free. 


Lies may seem a refuge for a time, but 
their end is destruction. Seek wisdom, and 
learn to uncover the subtle snares of 
deception, that thou mayest walk in the 
light and not stumble in the darkness. For 
only when the truth reigneth can peace 
endure, and only when thou acceptest the 
truth canst thou be free from the bondage 
of falsehood. 
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CHAPTER 7 THE PARADOX OF 
LOVE: BETWEEN NOTHING AND 
EVERYTHING 


“T love you.” Three simple words, yet they 
encompass an entire universe of 
contradictions. They are both nothing and 
everything—a paradox that binds souls 
together in the most profound way. It is 
the feeling of holding infinity in a fleeting 
moment, of grasping the intangible. 


Love is the bridge that connects the 
extraordinary with the mundane, the 
cosmic with the personal. Like a little 
rhyme, it dances in the hearts of lovers, 
light as a whisper yet profound as a 
symphony. It defies reason, transcends 
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logic, and yet, it is the foundation upon 
which so many lives are built. 


The Dichotomy of Nothing and 
Something 


Love is a fool’s game, a dance that 
entwines hearts in an intricate waltz of joy 
and sorrow. The declaration of love is at 
once an act of vulnerability and a bold 
proclamation of truth. It hangs in the air, 
weightless yet heavy with meaning, 
connecting two souls in the vast expanse 
of existence. 


In those moments, the boundaries of 
reality blur, and the ephemeral becomes 
eternal. Love occupies the space between 
fantasy and fact, where the intangible 
becomes tangible, and the mundane 
transforms into magic. It is the art of 
balancing nothing and something, of 
finding fullness in emptiness. 


Romantic Whispers and the Playful 
Game 


The game of love begins with playful 

innocence—romantic whispers, shared 

laughter, and the delightful awkwardness 
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of discovery. We are all players in this 
game, enchanted like scholars of the 
heart, piecing together the mysteries of 
affection. 


At first, love is a playful act, a game where 
words are light and hearts are guarded. 
Yet, as time unfolds, the act becomes a 
fact. Romantic whispers give way to 
solemn truths, and the lighthearted game 
turns into a profound commitment. What 
was once a mere flirtation becomes a 
binding force, an undeniable reality that 
shapes the contours of our lives. 


Between an Act and a Fact 


The journey of love transforms us. It 
begins as a performance a way to test the 
waters, to gauge the depth of our 
emotions. But as it evolves, love sheds its 
disguise. It ceases to be a mere act and 
reveals itself as a fact, a force as real and 
as unyielding as time itself. 


In love, we are both actors and spectators, 
participants in a drama that unfolds within 
and around us. The nothing in something 
becomes a truth too profound to ignore, a 
beacon that guides us through the 
labyrinth of emotions. 
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The Irony of Love 


Love is fraught with irony. It is at once our 
greatest vulnerability and our most 
profound strength. It is a fool’s game, yes, 
but in embracing its folly, we uncover the 
depths of our humanity. To love is to take 
a leap into the unknown, to risk pain for 
the promise of joy. 


In this grand paradox, love remains both 
artist and masterpiece, a symphony of 
contradictions that resonates through the 
corridors of our existence. It is a tapestry 
woven with threads of laughter and tears, 
a dance that moves us beyond ourselves 
and into the boundless expanse of 
connection. 


As the chapters of love unfold, we learn its 
lessons in whispers and shouts, in fleeting 
moments and enduring truths. For in the 
folly of love, we find the essence of life 
itself a paradoxical symphony that forever 
echoes within the human soul. 
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8 CHAPTER 8 PRESENCES IN MY 
ABSENCE 


On Time and Memory 


It is by the reasoning of the flesh that man 
is bound by time, for there is a belief 
among men that they may move forward 
therein only by the passing of it, and not 
by their own volition. Thus, they are made 
subjects unto the present moment. But is 
this the truth of reality? For if the past, 
which is no more, can yet bring forth pain 
as though it were the future, which is not 
yet, how then are these bound by time? 
The past dwelleth only in memory, and the 
future hath no being but in the mind’s 
imagining. What if I said unto thee, It is all 
within the memory, both that which hath 
been and that which shall be wilt thou 
believe me? 
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The Visions of the Future 


As I continued to ponder my ability to see 
the days ahead, the dreams grew ever 
more vivid and bright, until they appeared 
unto me as visions. Lo, on the sixteenth 
day of November, I did dream of one 
whom I shall call Subject 1. In the vision, 
we communed in fleeting connection, as 
though our spirits touched briefly but did 
not linger. And it came to pass on the 
twenty-first day of the same month, that I 
dreamed again of Subject 1. This time, I 
beheld her kissing a man, and his name 
was Nick. My heart was stricken, not 
merely for the act itself, but because this 
Nick was a brother unto my former 
beloved, and one whom I had esteemed 
highly. 


The Meeting of Subject 1 


In the month of January, in the year 2020, 
during a time of darkness when power 
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failed the land, I ventured outside to 
breathe the night air. There did I meet a 
maiden, who shortly thereafter brought 
me into acquaintance with Subject 1. 
Thus, it was the first time that we met 
face to face, though her voice sounded 
familiar as though I had heard it before, 
perhaps in the visions granted me. At this 
time, I regarded her as naught but a 
companion to my beloved and held no 
affection toward her. Yet, I perceived that 
her feelings toward me were not as mine 
toward her. 


The Angelic Encounter and Distance 


The year began, and my thoughts were 
fixed upon another a maiden whom I had 
met beneath the light of a dim, blue moon. 
The light seemed to cling to her form, as 
though she were an angel framed in glory. 
When she spoke her name, it reminded me 
of a masterpiece, as though she were a 
painting by the hand of Da Vinci himself. 


As the months passed, school resumed, 
and distance grew betwixt us. Though she 
lived but a few blocks away, our love 
became as that of those separated by 
great leagues. Visits were rare and 
precious, each one a memory to be 
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cherished. Yet, as swiftly as our paradise 
began, it was brought to an end, as though 
the hand of fate had scripted it. 


The Dream of a Plague and Lockdown 


On the twenty-third day of March in the 
year 2020, I awoke from a strange dream. 
In the dream, a thought did echo in mine 
head, repeating as a refrain: Something 
cometh, and it shall be as it is in China. 
And when I looked upon the news, I 
beheld footage of protests in that land. My 
heart was troubled, for I knew not how to 
reconcile the dream with what mine eyes 
beheld. 


That very night, the leader of the land, 
President Cyril Ramaphosa, spake unto 
the people, declaring a great lockdown to 
begin on the twenty-sixth day of March, to 
last for twenty-one days, to contain the 
spread of the pestilence known as 
coronavirus. 


The Vision of Omnipresence 
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Later that night, I dreamed again and 
beheld myself upon the rooftop where first 
I had met Subject 1. In this vision, I saw 
more than I could fully recount, for the 
events of the days to follow did unfold 
before mine eyes as though written in the 
heavens. These visions were not merely 
glimpses of what was to come but an 
experience of being in two places at once. 
My spirit dwelled in the future, though my 
body remained anchored in the present. 


This mystery led me to ponder the nature 
of omnipresence, a quality ascribed unto 
God, who dwelleth in all places and 
knoweth all things. If we are made in His 
image, then perchance a measure of this 
gift hath been shared with us. I explore 
this further in my writings, including a 
work titled The Trinity Explained. 
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CHAPTER 9 YOUR NAME 


The Vision and the Word 


He stood before me in silence, and in mine 
hand was a book. He stretched forth his 
hand and pointed unto a word therein. I 
read: “Lu...” 


It had been many weeks since last I 
encountered the dark figure. As swiftly as 
the wind carrieth away the chaff, so had 
he disappeared, and the sun arose in his 
stead. I pondered within mine heart what 
it might be that he deemed worthy of my 
knowing. His form, though shrouded in 
darkness, was yet discernible against the 
canopy of the night sky. He spake but few 
words, enough to stir my judgment, and 
showed me a name that, for reasons 
unknown, I could not retain in my 
memory. 
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I meditated upon this thought, striving to 
uncover its meaning, yet my mind was 
distracted. Something had happened that 
night, though its nature escaped me, and I 
was soon to be reminded of it in another 
dream. 


The Dream of the Fiery Place 


In this dream, I was taken to a place that 
quickened mine obsession with the 
heavens. It was a realm brightly lit, with 
hues of fiery orange that were warm and 
welcoming. The place was spherical in 
shape, adorned like a great ballroom, yet 
without a throne for any king or queen. All 
who dwelt there stood as equals. 


But what drew mine attention most were 
the beings therein. One approached me, 
and its form was unlike anything I had 
beheld. It spake with a loud voice, yet its 
tone brought no fear unto me. 


It said, “What dost thou see?” 


My response was delayed, for I was 
enraptured by its appearance. Its hue was 
as purple, its stature was small, and upon 
its back were wings that shone with the 
brilliance of gold. As I studied it, I 
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perceived that its hand was stretched 
forth, pointing unto something behind me. 


I turned, and lo, there was a door—large 
enough for two full-grown oxen to pass 
through side by side with ease. The air 
around it was charged with a mighty 
energy, as though a forest fire did rage 
about me. I was overwhelmed by its 
presence. 


The creature spake again, but its voice 
was Changed, now commanding and full of 
power. 


It said, “Hearest thou that?” 


I felt as though I were submerged beneath 
the waters, and as I listened, I began to 
hear the sound of flames crackling and 
many voices carrying forth. The voices 
were Strange, as though crying out from 
the depths. 


I approached the door, striving to pass 
through it, yet I could not. In my 
frustration, I cried out, “Why can I not go 
through?” 


The creature replied, “This is yet to come, 


and when it hath come, thou shalt not be 
present.” 
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It continued, “Long before thee, this being 
whom thou seekest roamed the earth, 
deceiving and leading astray. Unto it was 
given power to hold captive those who 
wrought works after its kind. Thou canst 
not enter where thou dost not belong, for 
thou knowest its works, and thou art not 
deceived.” 


The Return of the Dark Figure 


I asked of the creature, “What is thy 
name?” 


Before I could receive an answer, the dark 
figure appeared once more before me. In 
mine hand was the book, now opened, and 
he pointed unto a word therein. And the 
word read: “Lu...” 
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CHAPTER 10 A SILENT VOICE 


Surrounded by sounds are we, voices that 
echo within the chambers of our minds in 
the stillness of the night. These voices do 
paint a picture within the soul, yet among 
the many, one doth speak louder, though 
its voice is as silent as the grave. Let him 
that hath an ear, hear; and let him that 
readeth, understand. For He speaketh 
mysteries untold, hidden within the depths 
of the spirit He who truly is. 


Ye have heard it said of the mystical 
angels, one of good upon the right hand, 
and one of evil upon the left, guiding the 
choices of men. But I say unto thee, this is 
not true. Yet one thing is certain: there is 
One who is the counselor of our actions. 
He is known to many, yet regarded as a 
mere spectator, His voice silent to their 
hearts. Not because He speaketh not, nor 
because His words fail, but because His 
utterances are numb unto the ears of 
many, like unto a servant who laboreth for 
a master who heareth him not. 
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But hear this truth: He is real. Yea, He 
abideth within the temple of our God, 
which is the flesh He hath given unto us. 
He is no specter, nor distant observer; He 
is the HOLY SPIRIT 


37 


I’M THE VOICE WITHIN 


CHAPTER 11 They are only 
PRESENT 


These questions oft arise within me, yet I 
lack the courage to seek their answers, for 
I fear that I may lose my faith. But there 
cometh a time when these intrusive 
thoughts become my drive, and I am led to 
venture into the mysteries of our being. 


It came to pass that I wondered, Who is 
God? And doth He truly exist? Many have 
answered, but of these many, God is not. 


It was when I lay upon my bed, gazing up 
unto the heavens, that I spake with a soft 
voice, which only mine ear could hear. 
And I spake, saying, “Oh, if Thou wouldst 
reveal Thyself unto me, this I ask?” And 
the Lord heard me, and in that very 
instant, I was made to sleep. And as I 
slept, I was taken up to the heavens where 
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the Earth and the other heavenly bodies 
dwell and were made. 


And the WORD spake unto me, saying: 


“Tam as I have said.” 


And I knew that this WORD which 
speaketh was He of whom John spake, for 
as it was spoken, it was made manifest in 
a form which I could behold. And I saw 
that time fell into place and the law of day 
and night was established, that all things 
might work according to the WORD that 
made it. And I replied, saying, “So Thou 
art My Lord and Savior, Jesus Christ, the 
one who hath risen from the dead and 
liveth forevermore.” 


He spake again, saying: 
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“Tt is as I have said, Iam the Truth and 
the Way,” as it is written in the book of 
John. 


And I asked, saying, “Concerning Thy 
Name, Lord, Who art Thou? My God, My 
Father, The Son of Man, My Comforter 
(Holy Spirit)?” 


And the Lord spake, saying: 


“T AM. Seek ye not for Me that which is to 
come, nor that which was. But find ye Me 
in this hour, for as I speak, so My Word 
exists in the moment it is spoken; so AM I. 
As My Word hath made, and that which it 
became, so AM I. That which is to be hath 
been, and that which was, is. And so that 
which is, hath been. And so are ye.” 


When I heard this, it was made clear unto 
me that He is, not will be, nor was, but He 
is. And in conclusion, there is only now. 
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END OF PART 1 
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